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moon's old volcanic mountains. Thee have given
them an atmosphere. Does thee know that Parton
in his lecture on " Fashion " introduces thee as
the best-dressed lady he ever saw? Such is the
penalty of writing and making books !

TO GAIL  HAMILTON.

AMBSBUKY, llth mo., 30, 1874.

Thy beautiful book of " Noonings" came to
hand, and, as usual, I find it wise and witty, with
just enough of unwisdom to make it spicy and en-
joyable. Of course, I turned right to the 291st
page,1 and read my canonization! I wonder
whether the old saints when invested with robes
of sanctity found it so difficult as I do to walk in
them. " Jordan is a hard road to travel," I am
afraid I shall have to go back to the Quaker coat,
after all. Only a day or two ago I lost my temper
because somebody who was not a saint, but only an
average church member, was perverse and ill-dis-
positioned; and I disputed the bill of an Irishman
who thought it right to make spoil of a Protestant
Egyptian, and I dare say he went away with no
satisfactory evidence of my saintship. A French
Jesuit missionary tells of a young lad who had
been set apart from infancy as a Buddha, and was

1 The passage referred to is in a talk with a young- child who
quotes something from Whittier, as from the Bible ; whereupon
the author says: "Blessed and beloved apostle! Sweetest
saint in all the calendar! Worthy successor of that disciple
whom Jesus loved; gentlest and tenderest of all the Sons of
Thunder, I should not have dared to follow my heart's prompt-
ings and class you with those holy men of old; but when out of
the mouth of babes and sucklings your praise is perfected, it is
not for me to stand by and say them nay."